Antinomy.
For only creating you.
Is through love and hoping.
For death is worth the gift of knowing.
Even Roaming lonely.
A priori.
For I create through love.
Yet through this I'm coping. 
Through the gift of showing.
A posteriori.
For many of me have lived when tried.  
By the stroke of unluck.
We do not die but survive.
Through cause an effect.
Through evolution we multiply. 
To pass our historical expanse.
Toward the edges of our landscape.
Standing on compacted skeletons of babarians.
With brawny bones and large brain stems.
Its seems not they know. 
Of love or kind.
Trauma is written.
On their impacted spines.
Its fumulaic to conspire.
To survive pass expired.
To be smitten by reaching higher.
From the depths of harm and desire.
For never it seems this landscape.
Has an inch to find a way.
To escape natures empire 
On crushed skeletons I'll join someday. 
Is it worth living another day? 
More and more I think away.
From thoughts of a future cascade.
Toward the abyss I once looked away.
As I form myself in its image.
To not be scared or run away.
Why put off what will come
I see no difference. 
Every one of my days are interchangeable indifference.
When everythought puts it off 
Until the point that you reach ok 
To have power through agonizing Will 
To let it flow through my vein. 
Harm is living.
Living is pain. 
To never have existed.
Is the only escape. 





    